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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Took Mr. Chamberlain down to Wolverhampton, 
and left him there to talk politics in the evening. Meantime took 
my way over to Samoa to see what all the row was about. Usual 
thing—-two puppet kings and three big Powers. Best settled by 
the Powers among themselves, however, so didn’t interfere. Came 
home and had a pleasant afternoon among the works of the Society 
of Miniature Painters. Feasted with the Ragged School Union 
cripples at the Guildhall; dined with Sir Michael Hicks-Beach and 
a lot of Conservatives at Bristol. Went to hear Mr. Bryan make a 
speech in the Land of the Star-Spangled Banner ; but his platform 
gave way—-and what can a man say when his platform gives way ! 


HIS LAST STAND. 


When Bryan “silver” stood for 
His cause achieved a slump, 
His latest stand’s no good, for 
The folks just had to jump. 
If things keep showing that form, 
Some folks at large may say 
That Mr. Bryan’s platform 
Is always giving way. 


So I came home and went to Her Most Gracious’s second “ party ”’ 
at Osborne, and enjoyed myself very much. We had kiss-in-the-ring, 
and forfeits, and sponge cakes, and port wine negus, and a lot of 
other things. 


Thursday.—Helped the Duke of Devonshire open the new 
Technical College at Derby. Then rushed back for the Gordon 
College matinée at Her Majesty’s. Dined with Don Raphael 
Yglesias at the Savoy. 


Friday.—Hurried over to Berlin and took the Kaiser round to 
see Sir Frank Lascelles, just to make things square, as His Majesty 
had been calling on the French Ambassador, and they were making 
a lot of fuss about it. Spent the afternoon at Hurst Park; came 
back to town in time to partake of Miss Stormont Murray's 
hospitality to the London Cabdrivers’ Benevolent Institution at St. 
James’s Restaurant. 


Saturday.—Hooley'’s bankruptcy results in 4s. in the pound— 
glad he doesn’t owe me anything! Found it pretty lively getting 
about to-day, wind tremendous, have to buy a new hat every ten 
minutes or so. Saw a lot of football, though, and fun to see the 
wind joining in the game. Took Sir Alfred Milner down to Sand- 
ringham ona visit to T.R.H. Ran across and wished the Saxe- 
Coburg’s many happy returns of their silver wedding day. Also 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in 
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took the Duchess of Albany down to Neville Street, Chelsea, and 
helped her to open a Nurse’s Home there. Dined with Sir F. 
Montefiore and the English Zionist Federation at the Trocadero. 


Monday.—Big doings ‘‘on’’ Wall Street; all sorts of things up 
to tremendous prices. Thought it a capital time to sell all my 
‘* Americans.” Must be a big drop after such a rise. Made a con- 
siderable bit. Got Keswick in for Epsom a like a geographical 
impossibility—but it wasn’t). Installed Professor Stewart, M.P., 
as Rector of St. Andrew’s, and went over and helped the Kaiser 
take a lot of school children to the theatre. 


Tuesday.—Sudden and determined change in the weather this 
morning. Exit rain, mud, and mugginess, and enter hard frost and 
sunshine. Attended the Actors’ Benevolent Fund meeting at the 
Lyceum, then went north for a good skate. Am still at it. 

THE SPOTTER. 





RN QL —— 








The Whitewashed Microbe. 

(‘The result of the examination of the ‘“‘ Professors”’ before the 
Water Commission on Tuesday was almost to leave the microbe 
without a stain upon its character. Professor Dewar went so far ag to 
say that we could not do anything without microbes, and they 
were constantly at work all over us. Sir William Crookes 
capped,’’ etc. } 

Precious microbe! I’ve maligned you 
For I’m told Professors find you 

Quite innocuous, and free from ill intent ; 
Let me designate you gentle— 
Opposition’s sentimental— 

And consider ‘‘ your intentions are well meant.” 
When you dwell in aqua pura, 
It’s a cert. there’s nothing surer 

Than the fact that you’re an * Innocent Abroad ”’ : 
But your species mephitic, 
Is, according to the critic, 

An organic villain steeped in crime and fraud, 
Shun the light of day ; filtration 
Does not suit your frail creation— 

lf a subsidence occurs, your end is near; 
Though you haunt the lips of Phyliis, 
Tis but scientific Philis— 

Tines who try to fill her lover’s heart with fear. 
Here’s a health to you in water ! 
Though it means your instant slaughter, 

For your terrors henceforth merely rank as spooks — 
Of all guile you are acquitted, 
And Professors now admit it— 

Thanks unto your advocate, Sir William Crookes! 


No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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lst Groom.— Hout o’ collar, Bill, I ’ear?”’ 
2nd Ditto.— Right y’ are, mate!” 
Ist Ditto.—‘‘I think I know of a job as ’d jest suit yer.” 


2nd Ditto.—* Glad to ’ear it! Wot an’ ware is it?” 





















Ist Ditto.—“ Jest to rub this ’ere bloomin’ animal down, woilst I takes a draw o’ the pipe and watches yer!” 
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Boycotting the Heath! 


[A northward-plying cabman resents the innovation of all-night 
trams between Holborn and “ ’Ampstead.’’] 





MESELF, I've got no time ter play ; 
But many’s the bright Bank ’Ollerdsy 
I’ve crowed, ter hear me duchess say, 
‘*T’]l take our little lambs, Ted, 
As fur’s the "Eath, ter hev a run!” 
An’ I’ve allus found as ’ow it’s done 
Both wife an’ kiddies good ter sun 
Theirselves at Appy Amstead ! 


But I'm done with them there “ breezy ’eights ’’— 
’Cos whence ? I runs me keb o’nights ! 
An’ fur which ? All night-work Amsteadites 

Is a-gwine up ’ome by tram, ‘stead 
O’patronicin’ Me! An’ so 
I swears as ’ow, come weal or woe, 


Say, did a jealous passion 
Prompt to the fatal deed, 
Through Rosebery being in fashion, 
And Asquith second lead ? 
Oh, tell us, if in petty pique 
We may for the solution seek ? 


That Derby ceased admiring 
Its member tried and true, 
As cause of his retiring 
May be suggested too ? 
Nay, Time has mollified that blow, 
It chanced, you see, so long ago. 


And yet the reason’s simple, 
Perspicuous and clear ; 
our cheeks with mirth will dimple 
When you that reason hear :— 
He left us in our hour of need, 
There being no party left to lead! 


Me wife an’ kids no more sha'’n’t go — 











For no jinks at Appy Amstead ! 














The Lost | Leader. 


(Lines By A Lorn LIBERAL.) 


Ox, why did Harcourt leave us 
So sadly in the lurch, 

Just when we might the grievous 
Abuses of the Church 

Have turned into a splendid cry 


Why did he leave why, 








A Little Kitchener. 


[A Registrar in the East-end of London has recently recorded 
the birth of a child who has been named Sirdar Kitchener.1 


"Tis fitting a babe of the east 
The honoured name should bear; 

’Twas in the East brave Kitchener 
Of glory got his share! 

This little Kitchener, let’s hope, 

Will range through life with fame, 

And his efforts not “‘ end ix ' 


lo uphold his good name! 
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Our “Glorious Queen | 

Bee.” ! 

’'T1s the noble flag of Empire | 
That dominates the sea ; 


The ensign of Britannia 
Belongs to our ‘‘ Queen Bee.”’ 


Proud mistress of the ocean | 
‘And many an inland sea ; | 
The Universe, her apiary, 
Beloved by all is she! 


Swarming millions fill her hives, 
Vast cities, by her owned. 
She sits in stately majesty 
The wisest Queen enthroned. 


She counts her ships by thousands, 
Her sailors brave the seas 

To bring home golden honey 
For our ‘‘ Glorious Queen Bee.” 


Her mighty fleets as sentries 
Aye ready, staunch, and bold, 
Hurl at foes their thunderbolts 
Her honour to uphold. 


Mann’d by a race unconquer’d, 
“The Viking blood of old,”’ 

With pride and dauntless courage 
Her ensign red unfold. 


That flag which waves for freedom 
And flaunts o’er every sea, 

The power and might of England 
And our ‘*‘ Glorious Queen Bee.”’ 


JANE H. OAKLEY. 
Wilbury Lawn, Hove 
(Late West Brighton). 














An Appropriate 
Rendezvous. 


{It is rumoured that the German 
Emperor will pay a visit to Cowes during 
the race week. | 


THE Kaiser wants no further rows, 
His heart with friendship’s full ; 

And where’s a better place than Cowes 
To hob-nob with John Bull ? 















Lucy (proudly).—“ My feyther's a ’spectable mechanic." 
Jim (also with pride).—‘' My feyther ain’t ’zactly a mechanic, but I fink ’e’s called a 


mendi-cant.” 
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Voices of the Night. 


To his court let us haste, 
He’s a person of taste, 


SOME amusing repartee was heard the other day in that temple of And he knows human nature, what ho! 
persiflage, badinage, and wholesome English humour, known as Mary- ‘To be bored by a bird,” 
lebone Police Court. The case was a cock-crowing case under the new He will say ‘‘ is absurd,” 
County Council bye-law. Neighbours of the fowl-keeper alleged Wring it’s knell and it’s neck, Sir, what hot 
that they were kept awake o’ nights by a rooster who declined to roost So they straightway appeared at Beak Plowden his Court, 


after day-break. Unfortunately this rooster was one of two, and the 
neighbour complaining remarked that “she was unable to dis- 
tinguish between their voices.”’ Result: ‘One shilling and costs,” 
and a lecture on ‘‘ Faddists’’ from Mr. Plowden, which was quite 


worth the money. 


Oh, poets have sung of the beautiful birds 
That carol their hymns to the sun ; 
But ratepayers pay little heed to their words 
While the magistrates turn ’em to frn, 
If the nightingale gurgles his love to the moon, 
And the cock early hours will keep, 
So that songs of delight 
Are continued all night, 
How the deuce can the ratepayer sleep ? 
And the song-bird he’ll vow 
Makes a horrible row— 
When he finds he can not get to sleep. 


And they said: ‘“ We've a neighbour with fowls, 
Which crow in a way which, we're grieved to report, 
Is as bad as a paper boy’s howls!” 
Said the fowl-keeping neighbour, “I’ve two crowing birds 
Pray to which do my neighbours object— 
If they kindly will say 
Why that bird I will slay— 
And what more can those neighbours expect— 
On that crower of mine 
I will certainly dine, 
And what more can a neighbour expect ? ”’ 


Now, one bird was a tenor, light-hearted and gay, 
And the other a baritone rich ; 

But the neighbours explained, in their Philistine way, 
That they couldn’t “ tell t’other from which |” 

So the magistrate said, ‘‘ As to slaying the bird, 
Well, the case must be one of the ‘ losts.’ 


‘This is more, ah, much more, than we’re willing to bear,” As to eating the bird, 


The ratepayers angrily groan— 


‘* We'll appeal to great Plowden, who has in his care 


The Police Court at Marylebone. 
Was ha | 


He’s an ear for the ratepayer’s woe 


It is really absurd, 
So I’ll fine him a shilling and costse— 
You can’t say which is which 





. . . 7 =? ve id ; . 
e knows what is what, does that magistrate just, So you see there’s a hitch 


So I’ll fine him a shilling and costs. 
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CAMBERWELL INFIRMARY.—ALL MADE UP!! 
Sudan British Protectorate KMPEROR WILLIAM: I must say that I prefer him 
: Sir. in answer to vour question. For Eyyptain Suzerain. 
SuLTAN (to John Bull) :— It is difficult to say— For your rule, though doubtless splendid, 
I'se aatonished ! I'm astounded | Still—it’s onlv a suggestion I am really much afraid— 
ff ASLONISDO Il ASLOUTIAdGEt Ee : a! 
L'm Bismill ibed d n't Vou | now ! | hi uld let him have his Way. Is not easily defended 
Such a claim 5 at Se A a "lle Vhat’s the use of language heated ? When one has to think of Trade! 
It’s an unexpected blow. Th: 4 oh thinking over it, SuLTAN :— 
Let us hope ‘twas unintentioned, a: sin oe ‘ S badly treated, Well, you know, it’s very vexing 
gut my pride, Sir, had a fall, on eee Sa ene And it gives a fellow pain— 
When I found I wasn't mentioned SULTAN (to John Bull) :— When you find a man annexing 
In that document at all. There, you hear my friend’s opinions : Little bits of your domain. 
— And he speaks, Sir, from his heart ! To be scorned in such a manner 
JOHN BULL Of the Ottoman dominions Is so wounding to one’s pride 
H'’m ! 1 fail to catch your meaning ; Kgvpt surely forms a part. If you'll even float my banner, 
’ Pray, why should it mention you ? I'm the Khedive's near connection, [ shall feel more satisfied ! 
Such a Sultan intervening, As, of course, you must agree— JOHN BuLi :— 
I am sure, would never do So I hope, upon retlection ; 
For your rights, 'tis well to mention, You will kindly mention me! I ; ig as —s and treasure 
Not a single nation cares - ere? avs wae ee» 
Pagel hapa rr : JOHN BULL :— That I simply fight for pleasure ? 
So confine your kind attention = oe ala ' 
To your troubled * home affairs.” Well, I’m bound to Sik) at present You’re mistaken if you do! 
‘ That I fail to see your point, What I conquer, that I cling to; 
you LTAN (to Emperor V illiam) : For the banner of the Crescent, Where I march, there I remain! 
“e)] t ‘ LIWIeS are oOo} f 1) é l ot | i ie ’ 
Ad aay teland. inv enead erctantor Well th times are out of joint. And I mean to h we my fling, too, 
Fay aang ee 8 Ms Your good fortune has expired, And without a Suzerain ! 
Could my conduct be c Luck has proved a tricksey elf ~ 
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SULTAN (LOQ.). 


LOOK 





SHARP AFTER 
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J. BULL (LOQ.). _"* 





SUDAN 


—“MY GREAT FRIEND HERE SAYS MY SUZERAINTY 


1] HAVE NOT REGAINED THE 
Tuas: 


KUN. 


BRITISH PROTECTORATE. 


IS PRE-EMINI 


Sl FOR YOU, MY FRIEND YOU 
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GET 





BACK 
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HOME, AND 


SU ZERAINTY 
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The Spectre of Castle Blobbs. 


CHaprer VI, 


Tue “ Family ” clustered round “ Kizzie” in visible trepidation. 

‘* Were there no remains ?’’ asked Mr. Henniker. 

“‘ No, sir,”’ answered Kizzie, “I’m sorry to complain of a fellow 
servant, but James has not done his duty; the remains of the supper 
are still on the table. Will you come and see?” 








Mr. BLosBs THINKS IT OVER. 


“No!” screamed Mr. Henniker, ‘‘ not for the world. We must 
collect what we can and send it home to his people,” 

“Not yet,” said Mr. Blobbs. ‘There must be an hinquest. A 
jury will ’ave to sit on the body.” 

“Body ?” echoed Kizzie. ‘ But there is no body—at least,” she 
continued, at last seeing how matters were going—‘“ not now.” 

‘*T know, I know,” murmured Mr. Blobbs. ‘The brave fellow 
has saved us for one day, but the gallery will have to be stocked 
again to-night.” 

“Couldn't the jury view the body at midnight, by particular 
request of the proprietor of the castle?”’ said Mr. Henniker, paling 
a little at the suggestion. ‘‘ Twelve good men and true might 
satisfy its appetite.” 

‘‘Henniker,” said Mr. Blobbs, admiringly, ‘‘what a ’ed you 
have !—and I can offer them a pound a-piece as a sort of ‘ perks’ 
for coming at that time, because—because—”’ 

‘* Some of ‘em will never draw it,” said Mr. Henniker, gloomily. 

“Just so,’’ said Mr. Blobbs, instinctively rubbing his hands, as 
os thought of doing adeal. ‘The more he takes, the less I give. 

8) ! ” 

‘Then you had better see what is left of poor James, Pa,” said 
Anna Maria, “‘ and give the information to the coroner.” 

‘‘Me! me go in there,” gasped Mr. Blobbs. “ What are the 
remains like, *‘ Kizzie’?”’ ayy? 

. “Well, sir, there’s only a leg and a wing with a portion of the 
reast.”’ 

“Wing and portion of—— What on earth are you talking 
about ?”’ 

“The pheasant, sir, you had for supper.” 

“The pheasant. Ain’t there no half masticated corpse in 
there? ”’ 

‘‘Mercy, no,’’ screamed ‘ Kizzie.”” “Come in and look for 
yourself.”’ 

“I wouldn't go into that there room,” said Mr. Blobbs, solemnly, 
“not if you gave me a ton of butter. Whew! I can’t make it out. 
I'll go into the backyard—er—park, I mean, and think it out.” 

“Pa,” said Mr. Henniker, suspiciously ; “‘ you ain’t going to cut 


your lucky, are 





“ No I ain’t,” answered Mr. Blobbs, rather angrily, “and I want 
you three to look for what’s left of poor James, for those twelve 
men must be sitting on ’em by twelve to-night.” 

‘¢ But where shall we look, Pa?’ said Anna Maria, sobbing. ‘“ It 
must have happened in the gallery, and I dare not go in there.” 

“I should think the cellar’s a likely place,” said Mr. Blobbs. 
“ It’s as near as we can get to—you know where. ‘Ang it all, Anna 
Maria, the spectre can’t have swallowed him, buttons, boots, and 
all.” And Mr. Blobbs flung up his coat tails and strode out on to 
the lawn.” 

‘‘ Yes! it’s all very well for him to get the needle,” grumbled Mr. 
Henniker to his sister, ‘‘ but it’s not all honey looking for some- 
thing we don’t want to find.” 

‘‘But Z want to find him, Henniker,’”’ answered Anna Maria. 
““ Who knows, perhaps the poor fellow is still alive, and weltering 
in his gore.” 

‘‘ Don’t,” said Mr. Henniker, paling. 
had better look first, Kizzie?”’ 

‘It all depends what you want to find, sir,” said Kizzie, demurely. 
‘‘T think there’s a lot of fuss being made about the remains of the 
supper.” 

tts not owr supper,’’ whispered Mr. Henniker in an awed whisper, 
‘ its his and hern—er—I mean the supper of Sir Roland and the 
Bleeding Nun. We heard them finishing off poor James.” 

‘‘Ha!’’ screamed Kizzie. 

‘‘Yes! and unless we can find some of the remnants for the 
coroner’s jury to sit upon, someone in this house will have to share 
his fate to-night!” 

“Tet us not pause a moment,” said Kizzie, with well assumed 
terror, ‘‘ or before nightfall we shall all be murdered in our beds.”’ 

Together they made a thorough search of those portions of the 
castle likely to conceal the mortal remains of the hapless ‘‘ James,”’ 
but without success,and returned disconsolate to their starting 

oint. 

7" ‘It’s a rum go,” muttered Mr. Henniker. ‘“* We must have those 
twelve men here to-night, but how?” 

** Couldn’t they sit on one of James’ old suits?” asked ‘‘ Kizzie.” 

‘‘Of course,’”’ answered Mr. Henniker, “the very thing. The 
spectre must have peeled him first like a banana before he ate him, 
and, if we can’t find his clothes, we must supply their place. I’ll 
go to his room and fetch something, and then tell Pa to summons 
the jury.” 

They reached James’ room in due course, and paused before the 
door, listening. 


‘‘ Where do you think we 
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“James, I'VE FOUND you ovuT!” 


‘ There’s someone breathing inside,” said Mr. Henniker, nervously 
putting his head into the room. “ It’s all right,” he shouted: ‘it’s 
James himself, fast asleep in bed. He looks quite safe. Come in 


and 
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“ Sir!’ said ‘* Kizzie.” 

“‘ Henniker !’’ reproved Anna Maria. 

The noise roused James, who sprang from his bed, looking in 

reat confusion at Mr. Henniker. 

“Tam awfully sorry, sir,” he said, “but I must have overslept 
myself. I’ve had rather a bad night.” 

‘A bad night,’’ echoed Mr. Henniker. ‘ Don’t talk about it, but 
dress yourself quickly, and come and see Pa!”’ 

Mr. Blobbs did not seem overjoyed at seeing James again. 

‘‘T’d rather they had found less of you, James, a spare leg or an 
arm would have amply sufficed for the purpose,” and James was 
told of the awful proceedings of the night before, and the pet 
project concerning the jury. 

‘‘ Whatever shall we do now ?”’ moaned Mr. Blobbs. 

James mused for a moment. 

‘Mr. Blobbs, sir, I am an orphan, and fittest perhaps to face 
the dreadful ordeal of the spectre. I will sacrifice myself in order 
to save the others, and you can still have a coroner’s jury to-morrow. 
If I should survive, perhaps you will remember it in the wages.”’ 

‘‘ Noble youth,”’ sobbed Anna Maria. 

“‘ What fidelity,” murmured Mr. Blobbs, with a sigh of relief. 

‘‘T go to meet my fate,”’ said James. 

“‘T will say good-bye to you in the dread chamber,” said Kizzie, 
following him. 

‘‘ Now, James,” she continued, ‘‘I’ve found you out. You have 
won the gallery, but mark me, J keep ward and watch with you 
this night.” 

“ The deuce,” muttered James. 


(To be continued.) 





Waftings from the Wings. 

My Soldier Boy has proved such a success at the Criterion that 
Messrs. Alfred Maltby and Roper Spyers have arranged for an 
extension of their season for a fortnight beyond February 4th, the 
date originally fixed. It is to be regretted that so excellent a comedy 
cannot be allowed to ‘“‘run’”’ itself out; but, in that case, the fort- 
night would probably become months, and the months years; and Mr. 
Wyndham might,to all intentsand purposes, find himself permanently 
deprived of his own theatre. Anyway, there is another fortnight, 
so those of our readers who have not yet seen My Soldier Boy must 
be thankful for small mercies and hurry up, for he is worth seeing. 

Mr. Weedon Grossmith as Montague Mendle, the meek and 
somewhat fussy young lawyer, who, to satisfy the martial 
desires of his stepfather, a fatuous but wealthy old gentleman, has 
to pose as a colonel of Hussars, is deliciously funny. He is ad- 
mirably supported by Mr. Alfred Maltby as Jonas Toddendam, the 
stupid old stepfather in question. Miss Ellis Jeffreys as Mrs. 
Mendle proves herself a comedienne of the very highest order, the 
trio causing the house to shake with laughter through three acts of 
uproarious farce. Some goodfun is also supplied by Miss Jennie 
McNulty and Mr. A. E. George as Martha, Mendle’s servant, 
and Michael O’Docherty, servant to Captain Cullendar, respectively. 
Mr. Roper Spyers as the gallant captain, with a weakness for 
“proposing,” is capital. Mr. Ivan Watson as the irascible colonel 
adds greatly to the effectiveness of the play. While good work is 
also done by Mr. Charles Garth and Mesdames Helen Ferrers and 
Margaret Halstan. The authors, Messrs. Alfred Maltby and Frank 
Lindo, are to be congratulated on a decided and unquestionable 
success. My Solder Boy is preceded by a romantic play in one 
act, entitled Nicolete, by Mr. Edward Ferris and Arthur Stuart, 
distinctly superior to the average curtain-raiser. 


The White Heather, which created so great a sensation when it 
sprung up in Drury Lane, has reappeared this week in Oxford 
Street, upon that piece or parcel of ground known as the Princess 
Theatre. Great delight was manifested thereat by all the resident 
botanists et hoc genus omne. Crowds are thronging the place for a 
sight of it! Don’t miss the opportunity. 


_ The new spectacular ballet, The Red Shoes, at the Alhambra, 
isa pretty tale replete with the trials engendered by yielding to 
Pleasure, with its consequent Punishment, ultimately abrogated by 
Penitence and Pardon. 


Mr. Albert Chevalier gave his second evening recital at the Small 
Queen’s Hall last Thursday evening. His selections from an 
extensive repertoire were greatly appreciated. These recitals having 
proved such an immense success will be continued every afternoon 
at 3 o’clock, and every Tuesday and Thursday at 8-30, throughout 
the season. 


One of the principal features at the Alexandra Palace next season 
will be a “‘ Dickens’ Bazaar,” the details of which will be carried 
out from Cruikshank’s celebrated engravings, including the 
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famous characters. Quite a realistic representation of the bygone 
days of Old London, of which the late Charles Dickens was so 
faithful an interpreter in his well-known works, will be impressed 
upon the visitor. 


The fifteenth anniversary of Cruft’s great annual show of dogs 
will take place at the Agricultural He"). (slington, on February 8th, 
9th, and 10th. 

The programme of prizes contains classes for every known variety 
of dog. Everybody should procure a copy of Cruft’s schedule, 
which can be obtained by sending a postcard to the Agricultural 
Hall, if only to improve his knowledge of dog flesh. 

An idea of the magnitude of this show may be gathered from the 
fact that no fewer than one hundred championships are offered by 
the Kennel Club, and seventy prizes by the Ladies’ Kennel Associa- 
tion, in addition to special prizes by the Countess of Warwick, the 
Ladies Spencer Chichester, Lady Cathcart, Lady Reid, Lady Cecil 
Gordon, Lady Arthur Grosvenor, and other members of the aris- 
tocracy. 

The list of prizes offered by Mr. Charles Cruft for his dog show 
on February 8th, 9th, and 10th is an unusually long one, as every 
breed of dog is provided with chances for distinguishing itself, from 
the majestic bloodhound to the tiny toy. 


Our old friend Science Gossip has emerged from its career of 
intermittent appearance, and now scintillates from a position of 
independence, so the editor (Mr. J. T. Pegg informs us in the 
issue for the current month. We are heartily glad to hear that this 
magazine has acquired an independent office at 110, Strand, W.C. 
An office that is independent enough not to have an owner who 
demands punctual payment of the rent it would be most fortunate 
to discover. The editor invites all supporters of Science Gossip to 
call and make his acquaintance on Thursday afternoons. We 
shall avail ourselves of this opportunity, which may perhaps 
disclose to us the twinstone of Science Gossip’s resuscitation—new 
capital and new premises. Open Sesamé, 


We have received ‘‘ Barr’s Seed Guide ”’ for the present year. It 
is splendidly got up, and must rival, seriously, the standard works 
upon horticulture. The illustrations are mostly photo-reproduc- 
tions, and are clearly printed. 
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A Cold Day for Willie and Joe! 


[Suggested by ‘‘F.C.G.’s” humorously felicitous designs—in 
recent issues of the Westminster Gazette—for frieze-figures in cer- 
tain rooms at Malwood and in Downing Street.] 


I 


‘* PRITHEER, why so cold, Sir Willie ? 
Prithee, why so cold ? 

Ne’er was dining-room less chilly ! 
Marked ye not how rolled 

But now, e’en now, adown my brow 
A brimming drop or two 

Of sudor? Why, then, shiverest thou 
As agued ancients do?” 

The quivering knight upcast his e’e: 
‘* Commiserate me, please ! 

Quaint F.C.G. has smitten me 
With a bad attack of Frieze!” 


II, 

‘‘ Prithee, why so cold, Brum-Joseph ? 
Prithee, why so cold? 

Wise it were the door to close, if 
Boreas, grown too bold, 

Presumes in thy laborious biz, 
His glacial nose to put !”’ 

The cold Col. Sec. replied: ‘* Don’t quiz! 
’Twere all in vain to shut 

The Open Door—let be! let be! . . « 
That cantrip-working tease— 

Sage F.C.G.—has cast on me 
A fearful spell of rrrezze!” 
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A Cat in Church. 


[‘*To the surprise of the congregation of the Parish Church, 
High Wycombe, Bucks, the other night a cat wandered in, and 
unconcernedly took up its position near the organ, where, despite 
the music, it seemed to be perfectly at home.”—Vide Press. ] 


A cat that wandered into church, 

Some might think well-deserved the birch ; 
But why blame pussy for the action ? 

The mew-sic, p’r’aps, was the attraction! 

























































































Sanne Acedia < caee conse eee 
- fa 


+ a 
- ae ee a 











Rep iT a RT A AB ste NAGLE AIO CDR LD tg LEELA RIE ALLEL POOLE! ORE A A 



























































JANUARY 31, 1899. 


“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


THERE’s trubbel in Uganda now; more 
little bits of fightin’ wich is allus our 
luck in some part of the world or othur; 
| well, anyway, it, so to say, “keeps our 
| ’andin.’’ As regards Uganda, it rather 
seems as if there ’ad been a good deal of 
nerglect in the administrashun of affairs 
on somebody’s part. I trust it won’t be 
necussery to say to anyone concerned in 
the matter ‘* You goose !”’ 

Mr. Rhodes’s ideas are nothink if they 
ain’t big ones. That kollosal railway 
skeme of ’is is almost enough to take 
























































one’s breath away, speshully as only s 
ten more millions is wanted! But it’s | a 
a grand—a sort of Grand Trunk— 4 
idear, an’ I, for one, ’opes that every- ° 


think will soon be in trainin’ to make it a 

a fat accomplished (French) ; anyway, I ie 

‘opes things won’t remain station-ary ; = 

but that ain’t likely to ’appen so long as 
i 



















there is Mr. Rhodes to give it a shove i 
along. ‘‘More power to ’is elbow!” | 
(Irish). 





gi) Somethink onthe same lines, inasmall 
Ny 


| CH way, is that there torkin’ about runnin’ 
j TLD ij 


Wy, a all-night tram service in some parts of 
| WY London. For my part, I think we turns 
ia’ Wy, night into day enough as it is. You 
mark my words, in years to come there 
won't be no night; that is to say, we 
shan’t recognise it as sich; shops will be 
open night an’ day, theaters will be a- 
goin’; in fac’, nothink will stop, an’ we 
shall ’ave to sleep wen we gets the chance 
—if someone don’t invent somethink to | 
do away with sleep altogether! All this | 



























will be owin’ to the great struggle for . 

oe ee os Thi} = / ’xistence, wich gets more struggely every . ; 
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last of ’im. It’s awarnin’to me; wild 
‘orses wouldn’t make me to become a 
millionairess. ‘* It’s wot comes arter,”’ 
as the boy sed wen ’e smoked ’is first 
segar. 

The bishops are ‘‘down”’ on incense, 
wich some people thinks is nonsense ; 
it’s a matter of opinyun, but I don’t 
s’pose, wether it’s burnt or not, that it 
will much affect our soles. 


| 
| 
yet; I ’xpect ’e wishes we ’ad ’eard the | 
| 
| 
| 
} 
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Extra-order-inary. 


Customer.—‘* Waiter, this is a very 
tough steak.”’ 
Small Child (mindful of the Vicar’s intonation im church).-—** Why don’t you talk proper Waiter.—‘‘ Yessir, tender steak’s a 
in church ? , ‘hextra,’ sir! ”’ 








i A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, mest agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


| GONSTIPATION, H4MORRHOIDS, 
i, BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITL, 
| GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


67. SOUTHWARK STREET, LONDON. &.£&.; AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 
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